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ing  himself in  the middle  of  the  rough  road.
Granet brought his car to a standstill.
"What do you mean, "route barree*?* he de-
manded.
The man laid his hand upon the side of the car
and his foot upon the running board,
"Monsieur must understand," he explained,
"that a notice has just been issued by the police at
Cannes, Grasse and Nice. A guard has been placed
at all the gates leading from the Manoir. No one is
allowed to leave without a pass/*
"Why?"
"It is not my affair," the gendarme replied.
"From whom do I obtain a pass?"
"The Commissioner of Police is on his way from
Grasse. Others from the gendarmerie are on their
way from Cannes. The orders are absolute and
must be obeyed. Monsieur must understand that he
cannot pass."
Granet recognized the voice of authority. He
slipped into reverse gear and went slowly back
along the stony, narrow road. He was approaching
the turning leading to his bungalow when he be-
came aware of the glittering of metal, the noise of
an engine being driven at full speed with its ex-
haust open and the honk-honk of an on-coming
vehicle. Round the corner, at a perilous angle,
came a powerful motor-cycle, upon which the
flaxen-haired youth in the strange raiment of the
afternoon beach lounger was seated. A yellow-
clad leg shot out sideways, there was a grating of
brakes and the young man came to a standstill.